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Steven flew into Stockholm on Tuesday, catching a later flight than he would have liked and relegated to SAS 
over a scheduling problem. He tossed his worn carry on into the Uber and was driven out to the suburbs, stil 
a little annoyed that Mikael had refused to come get him but still expected him to crash at his house. There 
had been a mumbled excuse about his Meeting Night and Steven had let it drop. As much as he liked Mikael, 
there were some things that didn't need to be shared. 


It was dark as the Volvo pulled to the curb, Mikael's familiar house littered with parked cars and light spilling 
from every window. At least Mikael's meeting was over, and apparently he'd brought the party back with him. 
Steven pulled his luggage behind him, thankful that it was still too early in the autumn for any real snowfall. 


The simple door stood before him, muting the loud metal music from beyond. It would be pointless to knock; no 
one would ever head him over the din. He opted for texting Mikael and waiting, pushing the doorbell out of a 
morbid humor. To his surprise, the door was answered quickly, a large bearded man who looked him up and 
down 


"You are Steven" It wasn't a question, but he nodded quickly. "Mikael said you were along.” The man backed up a 
bit and allowed Steven entry. "| am Anders, welcome." At least Anders’ English was passable; Steven had never 


been able to pick up much Swedish 


Steven turned and Anders disappeared, leaving Steven to stow his belongings and wander the house alone. God 


forbid Anders just let anyone in, Mikael would be robbed blind He followed the noise through the house and 
found Mikael keeping company in what was a den type area, vintage stereo cranking out some dark technical 
metal as the party raged on. Rapidly falling into middle age left a lot of partiers calmer and less mobile, 

clumping in small groups chatting or nodding their heads to the beat. Twenty years ago he was sure there 


would have been much headbanging and destruction. 


People acknowledged him as he circulated, short and thin and out of place with larger, burly Swedish crowd. A 
beer was placed into his hand. It was cold and still sealed. He managed to twist the cap off and dropped it on a 
small table that already had a large pile of caps. 


He caught sight of Mikael and slowly made his way over, Axe grabbing him with a giant hug before setting him 
back on the floor. ‘Hi, was the limit of Axe's bad English but it was enough. The blonde had always been overly 


friendly much to Mikael's occasional dismay. 


The Lord himself was ensconced on a leather sectional, two beers clutched in one hand, cigarette in the other 
and an ashtray balanced on his knee. Steven guessed the quitting smoking thing hadn't worked. Frederick had the 
seat next to him and Jonas was perched on the arm of the sofa Steven vaguely recognized a few others, 
almost sorry to intrude on the party. The crowd parted like the sea and Michael paused, cigarette snubbed 
into ashes and beers held aloft midstory. The beers were rapidly passed off to Jonas and the ashtray fell to 


the floor, cracking on the tile and smearing ashes in a grey arc. 


He was wrapped in another great hug, Mikael using his height to lift Steven from the floor. Steven's English 
sensibility shuddered at the touchy Swedes. He had little choice but to hang on and wait to be put down again 
"You made it," Mikael whispered in his ear. Lanky arms were still wrapped around his waist, the familiar face 
inches from his. Dark eyes were crossed as the smell of beer assaulted his nose. Whatever meeting Mikael had 


been to it clearly wasn't AA. "Come sit." 


He was pulled over to the sofa Frederick made room but Steven was squashed between Jonas’ thigh and 
Mikael's drunken sprawl. He'd been sitting all day between driving and the flight and his back was starting to 
set up. He'd have to stretch it out soon, one of the hazards of too many birthdays. 


"How are you?" Jonas handed back Mikael's beers and tried to restart conversation 

"Good, good" Steven took a drink of his own beer, soothing his dry throat. "Short flight you know, wasn't too 
bad." Mikael leaned against him, cold sweat from a bottle dripping onto Steven's pant leg. He felt more 
comfortable leaning into Mikael than Jonas, and he levered his shoulder like a doorstop to hold Mikael upright. 
"You didn't say you were having a party." 


"Tuesday," Mikael said, explaining everything. 


"He has everyone over on Tuesday for drinking.” Jonas was almost shouting as a new song came on, the 


damage to his vocal cords making his voice crackly. 


It used to be just us," Frederik volunteered. "But now | think half of Lidingo is here." 
"You never seemed to mind.” Mikael stashed an empty bottle under the sofa, leaving him with only one. 


Frederick picked up a slice of cheese from his plate. "I don't," he argued, "but it's not the same." Jonas grunted 


as Frederik stuffed the cheese in his mouth and chewed. "Don't tell me you know everyone who is here." 


"I know you," he poked into Fred's arm, pushing the plate of food dangerously close to falling. "And | know him. " 
Mikael hitched a thumb at Jonas. "It is nicer when they leave," he admitted with a sigh. 


"Oh, so you don't know me?" Steven butted into the conversation with a small nudge. "Or did you just wish | 
would leave?" He said it jokingly, but as possibly the only sober person in the room and the only primary 
English speaker, it got lost in translation 


Mikael shifted on the seat. "You can't leave. You just got here." 


"| cleared out a week to help you, I'm not leaving yet." If they were alone he would have stroked Mikael's hair 


to calm him; as it was he settled for eye contact and letting Mikael rest more of his weight against him. 


"Damn right," he muttered and went back to nursing his beer. Conversation ebbed and flowed, Jonas 
occasionally getting up to talk to someone before circling back around. For a party Mikael didn't seem very 
invested socially, sticking to his small group. On the last trip back Jonas turned down the stereo to a more 


tolerable level. The crowd was thinning out as the night wore on and the loud music was simply too much. 


He managed to kick the pile of beer bottles at Mikael's feet, steadier on his feet than he had any right to be. 
Steven eyed the empties next to where Jonas had been sitting. If this was their normal Tuesday it was lucky 


none of them had fallen off a bridge yet. 


‘lm going home," Jonas finally said as the night wore on. He had left his official perch and stood alone in the 


now empty room. His mobile phone flashed with unanswered messages. 


Mikael scrambled to sit up again. He'd sprawled and slouched lower on the couch with each beer and resorted 
to using his elbows to push himself up. Only one pointy elbow landed on the back of the sofa, the other one 
landed in Steven's ribs. Most everyone else was gone, and according to Steven's phone it was getting on 


midnight, early as far as parties go. 


"Same time next week Mike?" Steven watched as Mikael grabbed on to his old friend and tried to walk him to 


the door, both of them succeeding in a strange stumbling pattern 


"You do this every Tuesday then?" He liked Mikael's friends and envied the built in camaraderie that came with 


his metal upbringing. Weird electronic noises in the far London suburbs left Steven no such support system. 


Frederick stubbed out his cigarette in half of Mikael's shattered ashtray. Ashes dropped into his lap. "As many 


as we can, yeah." He licked his lips and felt around for his beer. "You want another one?" Frederick shook his 


empty bottle. Steven still had some left, but since he was here for the night.. 


"Yeah, sure." He threw caution to the wind and would have another. He'd still be the soberest person in the 
house after three or four or whatever this would make. There were too many empties scattered about to 


know which ones were his. 


Steven was left alone on the couch and finished his beer. Frederick caught Mikael on his way back from the 
door. They whispered between themselves in Swedish with Mikael occasionally shooting a quick glance towards 
Steven. Knowing they were talking about him, Steven fiddled with his phone, checking messages and downloading 


new emails without really looking at any of it. 


He felt eyes on him and looked up from his phone, both Frederick and Mikael quickly looking away. "Kulle," 
Michael sighed and grabbed Frederick by the arm. 


"Sa jäkla snygg." So much of what they were saying sounded slurred, except for Frederick's not so quiet 
interjection. Mikael cleared his throat and tried very hard to remain focused on Frederick. "Han talar inte 


svenska" Frederick shook out off Mikael's grasp. "Jag behöver en öl." 


Steve was left watching the conversation blankly. He'd heard some of the words before but couldn't place 
them. It was probably for the best, with the way Mikael had kept looking between him and Frederick. Mikael 
claimed his seat again, leaving space between himself and Steven this time. He was too rigid for the space to 


be a coincidence, and knowing that Frederick had been discussing his presence... 


"I can leave if you need me to." Another Uber and a frantic search for a hotel held no appeal, but Steven did 
not want to stay where he was unwanted. If he could get away with locking himself in the guestroom he'd 
choose that. Sweden seemed to have a dearth of hotels compared to other countries. 


"No, no," Mikael said quickly. "We were having a band discussion." Mikael was a horrible liar but Steven let it 
slide. He rather not get in the middle of anything on his short visit. 


Snorting, Steven relaxed into what was probably an Ikea couch and recrossed his legs, his shifting weight 
depressing the cushion enough that Mikael tipped back into him. There was little awkwardness between them 
after all these years. 


Frederick came back with arms full of beer bottles, eyes greedily drinking in the sight of Mikael leaning against 
Steven. "Thanks for the beer." Mikael held out his hand for a bottle. He passed that one to Steven and took 
another, Frederick setting the rest down on a small table. The album had ended and it was painfully quiet in the 


now empty room. Normally they'd watch a movie until they fell asleep, but Frederick was an unknown, 


"What do you do after a party?" Steven twisted the cap off his beer. Frederick reached across Mikael to 
collect it, setting it in his neat stack. 


“Snort some heroin and jerk off, then pass out" Mikael turned to Steven, long legs bumping against Frederick on 
the small couch. Steven rolled his eyes at the antics. Mikael hardly did more than drink wine and was never 


into heavy drugs despite the constant jokes. 


"Got anything to eat?" He'd not eaten since before hitting Heathrow, the tiny packet of pretzels on the plane 
didn't count as food. 


"Crisps in the kitchen," answered Frederick. Steven's experience with Swedish rye bread ‘crisps' had not been a 


happy one. He needed a meal. "I'm pretty fucking hungry," he added unnecessarily 
"You're always fucking hungry.” Mikael kicked him gently. "What's open for takeaway?" 
Frederick rubbed his belly. "McDonalds in Kungsgatan Pizza Hut. Max" 

"Im so sick of Max" Mikael vetoed that restaurant: 


"Any curry?" Steven wasn't a real fan, but in England a lot of the curry places stayed open late. Maybe there 


was a Nando's nearby.. 
"Pizza sounds good." Frederick had his phone out and was searching locations at Mikael's suggestion. 
"Du vill bara ata sin pepperoni," said Mikael. Apparently Frederick had earned another kick about the pizza. 


"Pizza's ok," Steven cut in. Anything at this point would be good, the beer wasn't doing anything to fill his 


stomach. 

"Pizza Nino then" Mikael groaned as Frederick was already placing the call. "You want to drive into Vasatan?" 
"Fuck no, you're going.” 

"Delivery from Ninos, and you're paying." Mikael had already finished his beer and stopped arguing with 
Frederick to find another full bottle. Frederick ordered and Mikael tossed his new cap at him, bouncing off his 
hair. Frederick swatted it away like a fly. 

"See what | put up with?" Frederick complained after he ended the order. 

"You can leave." Mikael gave him another nudge and Frederick shot him a black look 

Steven had dealt with their bickering for years now, either Martin Lopez fighting with Peter Lindgren or Per 
sniping at Mikael they'd all been through it. It never seemed to go any further than brotherly grumblings no 


matter how insignificant the things they argued about. 


"Do you want to put the telly on?" Distraction always worked, and if he could keep the kids occupied until the 


food arrived the evening might turn out ok. 


"No," they both said in unison and sat quietly sulking. Frederick appeared to be chewing on his lips while Mikael 
leaned ever so slightly more into Steven. The three of them were on a small sofa, and neither Frederick nor 
Mikael were small guys, so Steven gave in a let himself be squished into the corner. He still had more room 
than on that last minute airline seat. 


"Do you want to talk about the tracks you've got?" Mikael had been emailing him the tracks and some mp3s as 
he got snippets down. It was impossible to guess which way Mikael would ever go on an album, and there was 


only so much Steven could do long distance. 


"No, my night off" Frederick went back to his phone, doing his best to keep Mikael from crossing over the line 
that separated their cushions. 


Mikael leaned his head on Steven's shoulder and tried to drunkenly focus on his face. "You're going to fix it" 
Steven had an idea which way he would take the album, but there was very litle Mikael needed help with 
after the Damnation/Deliverance fiasco. 

"Sure," he answered with a grin. 


"Its all shit," Mikael went on, and arm falling into Steven's lap. 


"Säg mig igen hur ni två inte knullar." Frederick leveraged himself off the sofa and walked out of the room. 
Steven watched him disappear around a corner and frowned. 


"What did | do Mike?" Frederick was normally pretty easy going, or at least joking with his grumpiness. He 
combed back a stray curl that was hanging over Mikael's face and pushed it back into place. 


"You did nothing," Mikael reassured him. "He is upset you are here. Ignore him." Steven tried to think how his 
mere presence could be upsetting. Maybe Frederick had production ideas of his own or was not happy about 
Steven's musical ideas on yet another Opeth album. "It's Tuesday," Mikael shrugged. "He has his habits." 


Steven shrugged again. It wasn't his job to make Mikael's bandmates happy, but he found as a producer things 


were easier if everyone enjoyed their work. 

Mikael shifted again, sliding into the empty cushion and allowing his head to slide down into Steven's lap. Long 
legs still curled where Frederick previously sat, Mikael's tshirt riding up and revealing that familiar silver belt 
buckle. His arm burrowed between Steven's hip and the soft weave of the couch, his skull heavy on Steven's 
thighs. Mike seemed to be thinking, carefully weighing what he was going to say. 

"Tuesdays. Party day. Some people stay but most go home." 


Steven nodded, carding through Mikael's perpetually messy hair. With the amount of drinking going on it was no 


surprise that some people would stay over instead of taking the risk of driving. 
"Axe stays sometimes. Jonas. Kulle usually stays." 
"Right," Steven agreed. “And if I'm imposing by being here..." 


Mikael caught his wrist and stopped the petting. "No, | mean Frederick stays." Mikael was staring at him, eyes 
burning with message unsaid. "Nevermind," Mikael said before shifting again, turning so his ear was on Steven's 
thigh, face staring out into the empty room. "Doesn't matter. He'll get over it" Mikael reached around for 
another beer, finding only empties. "I need a beer." A nose rubbed against Steven's knee as he reached under 


the sofa. 


Frederick came back with handfuls of beer, skidding to a halt as he saw Mikael's face buried in Steven's lap. 


"Pizza here?" Mikael popped up on an elbow, arm stretched over Steven's legs. 


"No," said Frederick hoarsely as he handed over a beer. Steven took a beer from Fred who held on to it a bit 
too long leaving Steven to put some muscle into pulling it from his grasp. Mikael shifted onto his back again and 
pulled his knees up, making room for Frederick to sit. He took a beer and Frederick fell into his corner. Mikael 
bounced as Frederick landed on his feet and he nestled his head further into Steven's lap. The constant shifting 


around was uncomfortable. He never remembered Mikael fidgeting so much. 


Mikael was pressing against a very delicate part of Steven's anatomy so he shifted to get that thick skull off 
his bits. Mikael didn't seem to notice. Steven glared at him, expecting Mikael to understand and move without 
having to make a rude comment about crushed genitals but instead Mikael was trying to drink lying down, a 


surefire recipe for disaster. 

"Sit up," Steven urged, shifting again to push Mikael up with his hips. Beer spilled as Mikael was forced from 
Steven's lap and pushed towards Frederick. Mikael managed to keep most of his beer in the bottle and folded as 
Steven held him upright. 

"Hi Kulle" Mikael took another drink and wiped the run off from his face. 


Frederick looked annoyed with the drunkenness. "Stop wiggling your toes under my ass.” Mikael wiggled his toes 
and Frederick swatted at his ankles. "I said stop." 


"You used to like it" Frederick only scowled. "Magic is gone." Frederick harrumped and crossed his arms over 


his chest, set on ignoring Mikael's toe massage. 


Steven was saved from breaking up a fight when the doorbell rang. "I'll get it" Mikael passed his beer off to 
Frederick who glared at his back as Mikael weaved towards the front of the house. 


"You ok?" Steven broached the subject while they were alone. Mikael seemed to be pissing off Frederick today 


and adding a visitor into the mix was caustic. 


Frederick's arms uncrossed. "I'm fine. You know he's just an asshole some days." He drank from a bottle; Steven 
lost track if it was his or Mike's. Steven murmured in acknowledgment and went back to his own beer, catching 


a label with the edge of his nail and starting to peel. 


The clomping of his massive feet announced Mikael's arrival with the pizza long before he spoke. Paper plates 
and napkins were carelessly balance on top of the cardboard boxes. Skinka and lök were scribbled on the side. 
"Pizza's here." Mikael looked for a place to set it down that wasn't covered in party debris and ended up waiting 


for Steven to clear some empty bottles from a table. 


"You know," Frederick said around a mouthful. "This would be a lot more enjoyable if he knew what was going 
on." Frederick used a pinky finger to motion over at Steven. After loudly complaining about the fact that one of 
the pizzas had to be vegetarian Frederick settled down quietly with his ham and bacon pizza. Steven eyed the 
red tinged oil trailing down his wrist and gagged. 


"This is horrible pizza," Mikael spoke, clearly trying to avoid the situation 


"Nino's what do you want? 185 krona" Frederick was already on his second slice. "250 at Pizza Hut and its just 
as shitty." Even knowing how much the Swedes drank they seemed to be knocking it back tonight as Frederick 
stashed his empty under the couch. 


Steven had an idea to get rid of Frederick for a bit. "You know, you should really get a cooler with some ice 


and beer. Save you a trip to the kitchen every time." 


Frederick slapped his palms on his thighs. "This man is a genius.’ He struggled to scoot forward on the couch 
and finally got to his feet. "Inte konstigt att du böjer sig for honom" Frederick left them alone in search for 


more beer. 


Steven wasted little time, as soon as Frederick was out of earshot he set his food down. "I know l'm intruding 


on your time, but what is with all the crypticness between you two?" 

Mikael tossed his crust back in the box and drained his beer, wiping a hand over his mouth as he stalled He 
leaned his elbows on his knees and brushed the hair out of his face, hiding. "You know how your songs are all 
about how women have fucked you up overe the years?" 

He waited patiently before nodding slowly and lowering a hand to rest on Mikael's back. Anna had really put him 
through the wringer over the last few years and as hard as it had been for Steven to lose girlfriends here 
and there, Mikael had lost his whole family when Anna left. 


Mikael took a deep breath. "Have you ever tried men?" 


The worse echoed in the quiet space, Steven trying to figure out what he'd clearly heard. "Like?" 


His confusion must have been interpreted as acceptance, because Mikael turned and placed a large hand on his 


stomach, directly over the slight rise that had been there since he turned 45. "Like me and Fred" 


Steven could feel his heart thud in his chest. Even during his lonliest teenage years he'd never.. Not in his 
middle class English upbringing. Maybe in some of the fancy public schools they did things like that, but usually 
a few pints of cider and his hand was enough. Mikael's hand moved up and down the thin cotton of his tshirt, 
stopping right before the waist of his jeans only to slide up again. "No, l." his mouth was dry and his voice quit 


on him. 


"Never?" The dark, familiar voice loomed closer, brewery laced breath closing in on his space as Mikael turned 
and shifted nearer. The hand on his belly moved, grabbing a hand that until a minute ago had been squeezing 
the life out of a bottle. "Want to try?" 


He couldn't look at Mikael's face and instead stared at their clasped hands. A moustache scratched at his cheek 
before lips barely brushed against his skin. Steven turned his head slightly and Mikeal's lips were on his. Oh. 
Well, that was ok. Mikael pulled away, his face finaly coming in to focus as he backed up. Steven was still too 
stuned to say anything, resorting to pressing his lips together at the sudden loss of sensation. 


Mikael's face fell as he backed up and he released Steven's hand. He looked scared, like he'd made a wrong 
move. "Well, ok, ahm.. so, umm.. try again?" Steven grabbed at the retreating hand. Just because it wasn't even 
something he'd considered earlier didn't mean it was off the table. He wasn't that much of a homophobe. he 
twined his fingers with Mikael's and was crushed as Mikael laid into him. There was little gentleness with this 
kiss as Mikael grabbed at him. All Steven could do was hang on and try to breathe through his nose when it 
wasn't being smashed by Mikael's nose. 


It was hot and hard to breathe, Mikael's tongue joining the game by teasing and poking Steven. He felt the first 
interested stirrings in his cock at a particular swipe of Mikael's tongue and did his best to match it in return 


Ice clinked against glass as Frederick set the cooler down. Mikael tapered things off and slowly lifted his weight 
off of Steven "You told him, then?" Frederick looked more than interested to watch and Steven started to 
wonder what he'd gotten himself into. Mikael kept his hand in Steven's, using his free hand to take the offered 
beer. Mikael nodded, probably not trusting his own voice. "And?" Frederick held a beer out to Steven. It would 
be really rude to say no to Frederick but yes to Mikael. 


| need a beer." Frederick watched him a bit too long, judging him before handing over the beer. Like a pro 
Steven twisted the cap off after shaking off Mikael's hold on his hand and chugged. Wasn't often he drank like a 
teenager, but he had the feeling he would need it tonight. The cold liquid washed away part of the cigarette 
taste that was Mikael and it dried the spit that was left on his lips. It did little to stop the nervous tension in 


his stomach, or the little flutter whenever Mikael tightened his grip. 


"Don't let me interrupt” Fred sat back on the couch with his own beer and grabbed another slice of pizza 
Mikael took Steven's empty bottle and set it next to his on the floor. Slowly this time he leaned over, intentions 
clear. Steven met him halfway, getting used to the feeling of his moustache. A strong hand on the back of his 


neck held him while Mikael's tongue explored his mouth. A small part of his mind wondered if Mikael had always 
been attracted to him or if this was a recent development. They'd been close, but there was always a line that 


didn't get crossed. 


Brown eyes would always meet his before pushing things a bit further. Every new twist of a tongue or a new 
inch of skin explored by a wandering hand quietly asked for approval. Once the shock and dissociation wore off, 
Steven decided he'd better start reciprocating. Ok. He had to think what to do and Mikael paused at his sudden 
change. Steven caught his breath but kept his firm grip on Mikael. Mikael's breathing was raspy and his skin 
had left a smudge right in the middle of Steven's glasses. 


It only took a quick shift of his hips and a firm push and Mikael landed on the cushion next to him. His big feet 
kicked the glass bottles on the floor again but it didn't sound like anything shattered. Steven pushed up and 
threw a knee over Mikael's hips, pivoting on the other knee before landing in his lap. He was taller than Mikael 
now, resting back on his heels and letting his weight sink onto Mikael's tensed thighs. 


"Much better," Steven said as he rested his hands on Mikael's shoulders. 
"Oh yeah," Mikael licked his lips. "I like this." 


Steven felt hands land on his waist and work their way under his tshirt. They trailed over the crest of his 
hips before meeting at his spine and locking around him. He could still move within Mikael's embrace. This would 


work He tipped forward and met Mikael's lips, being bold and flicking the end of his tongue against Mikael's 
upper lip. 


Warm hands rubbed up his spine and Steven stretched, cat like, into the firm pressure. "Oh God, yes," he 


moaned, always a sucker for a massage. 
Mikael's deep voice rumbled in his throat as he used his strong fingers to dig into Steven's tense muscles. 


"It almost looks like he's enjoying that." Frederick was still sitting on his end of the couch, a fresh slice of pizza 
disappearing into his mouth. 


"He is enjoying that," Steven moaned, pushing back into Mikael's knuckle. It hit a knot and a bit more of the 
tension fell from his thin shoulders with a gasp. 


Frederick was talking around the food in his mouth, a disgusting habit Steven would have called him out on if 


he wasn't currently occupied. "Bara vänner, vad?" 
"Dra åt helvete," Mikael answered without taking his eyes off Steven 
Steven recognized ‘helvete' as a swear word; he wasn't sure exactly which one, but Mikael was fond of it. His 


glasses were pulled from his face and his vision instantly blurred He watched Mikael carefully fold them and 
make space on the side table for them, pushing more empty bottles out of the way. 


"Bättre ge dem tillbaka så att han kan se din ollon" 


Frederick chuckled and Mikael gave him the finger. Steven bit his lip at the slight pause and wondered how far 
this would go, or how far he wanted it to go. Parts of him already had an idea. The fact that it was Mikael 
was slightly off-putting, but exciting as well. Maybe one day if he got rid of the moustache.. 


Hands landed on his waist and thumbs rubbed over his hip bones as Steven stuggled to find something to do 
with this own hands. They hung awkwardly at his side, not sure what to do with the male body underneath 
him. He put one hand back on Mikael's shoudler where it had been earlier, half for balance and half as a safe 
space. His other hand was free to wander, and putting it on Mikael's other shoulder just seemed so bland. 
Instead he sunk his fingers into Mikael's tangled mane, quickly getting caught in the waves. 


Mikael wrapped his arms around Steven's waist and pulled himself up, meeting Steven's lips for another breath 
stealing kiss. So maybe he could get used to moustache. Mikael wasn't complaining about his week old scraggle, 
greying as it was. 


It was getting rather uncomforable sitting like this. His trousers were pulled tight across his lap, squishing his 
growing erection. Steven shifted, trying to find any spare room left in his pants. Mikael released his lips and 
found a spot on his neck, using his teeth to grab at the thin skin before sucking. Steven cradled his face 
against his neck, his fingertips finding the slight raised band where he'd gotten stitches all those years ago. 


Michael moved, sliding his nose across delicate skin as he looked for a new spot to lave. 


A blast of cold Swedish air hit his torso as Mikael pushed his shirt up. Palms slid up his flanks before trailing 
down his spine, Mikael's lips catching on the long stubble under his mouth. Hands grabbed firmly at the crest 
of his hips after another massaging pass, not bruising but much firmer than needed for balance. Steven let go 
of the scalp and strands of hair, looking down into Mikael's face. A smile twitched at the corners of Mikael's 
mouth and Steven smiled in return. His anxieties fell away at the curl of Mikael's lips and the happy wrinkles 


around his eyes. 
He pitched forward and fell against Mikael again, enjoying the closeness until it was ruined again by Frederick. 
"Behöver jag visa dig hur man gör det?" 


"Fuck. OFF. Kulle." Steven could feel the raspiness of Mikael's angry intake of breath. He didn't want to stop, but 
maybe they should. He'd never been accused of being an exhibitionist before. Mikael must have felt him tense 


up because he held on firm, leaning his forehead against Steven, trying to recover from the ruined moment. 


Steven stroked Mikael's hair and gathered it behind his head, letting the curls trail down his back. "Bed?" he 
whispered, too quietly for Frederick to hear. 


"No," Mikael whispered as he calmed himself. He grabbed at Steven's shirt again, pulling at the thin cotton and 
snaking it up Steven's belly. “Take this off?" 


He had to balance himself first, regretfully pulling his fingers out of Mikael's mussed waves. His shirt came off 
with barely a blink, tossed on the back of the sofa for later as the cold pinched at his nipples, pulling them into 
taught little nibs. Seconds later Mikael's fingers warmed them, pinching them into even tighter peaks. Steven 
purred, enjoying the tingle and the look of fascination on Mikael's face. 


Hands now had free reign over large swaths of newly bared skin, and Mikael's fingers soon wandered from 


Steven's nipples to trace barely there curves and the shape of ribs. 


"S cold" The untouched skin of his shoulders and back suffered without the insulating cotton or Mikael's warm 
hands. Mikael simply wrapped his arms around him again and pulled him close. Steven had to spread his thighs 
further as he was pulled into Mikael's warmth. Pressure. That was heavenly, and his hips pushed into the 


firmness. 


"Fuck," Mikael answered to his needy moan of pleasure. Mikael's hands dared to dip below his waistband, boldly 
cupping his arse as things rapidly started to spin out of control. Steven's hips moved in small thrusts, working 
himself against Mikael's stomach. He pressed his head against the side of Mikael's skull, burying his nose in 
Mikael's hair and inhaling his scent. With those fingers on his ass, massaging and rubbing, and the friction on 
his dick it wouldn't be long before he really had a problem, but he couldn't stop. It felt too good, the contrast 
of cold air and hot Mikael and the wondrous ways his hands were kneading his arse.. He gasped again and 


arched back as one of Mikael's fingers reached a little too far forward. 


Mikael went for his throat, lips quickly sucking a dark mark to the surface amid the stubble. Hot breath got 
trapped under Steven's neck, Mikael's pants shallow and quick as he licked and sucked along the underside of 


Steven's jaw line. 


Steven grabbed blindly at Mikael's shoulders, grabbing fabric and pulling up. He didn't get far, opening his eyes 
to see the collar caught on Mikael's chin. He yanked again, getting no farther. Steven was ready to burst out of 
his jeans and suddenly getting Mikael naked was a priority. 


He growled in frustration. Not one to do the classic bodice ripper move and shred Mikael's shirt, Steven settled 
for fighting with Mikael's long arms as the seat beneath him shifted and Mikael pulled his own shirt off, laying 

it on top of Steven's on the back of the couch. They were off balance again, Steven trying to hold on like an old 
west bronco rider while Mikael shifted unwieldy beneath him. 


Pale skin looked bright against the dark chocolate of the upholstery, nothing Steven hadn't seen before, not 


even the slight sheen of sweat was unfamiliar. 


The slight blur of being so close was new, but the strong line of his nose and the redness of his lips stood out; 
the need in his eyes surpassing everything. It swam in a pool of alcohol but managed to float to the surface, 
sharp and hot. Steven leaned forward this time, hands and arms and lips wrapping around Mikael. Bare skin 


finally met bare skin and chased away the chill 


"Fuck, stop squirming." Mikael grabbed at his hips and stilled him, resting Steven on a very suspicious lump of 
anatomy. 


"Cant," Steven countered, well aware of what he was sitting on. His own hardness throbbed, only to feel better 


with the friction his movements caused. 


Mikael's mouth suckled on the corner of his jaw before grabbing an earlobe and biting gently with a quiet 
growl. Steven thrust against Mikael's stomach. God damn if he wasn't going to come like a horny teenager if 
Mikael kept it up. "Sit up." Thumbs pushed at his hips in the wrong direction. His voice had been caring, but 
what if.. 


He sat back, putting a few inches between himself and Mikael. Nervously he tucked his hair behind an ear and 
caught his breath. Without looking Mikael flipped the button on Steven's jeans and slowly slid the zipper down 
Steven watched Mikael's fingers work, the long index finger trailing to the side of the slider. Mikael made a soft 
noise. "Yes," Steven breathed. Mikael's fingers were so much better than his stomach. He watched as Mikael's 
fingers slipped under and between dark denim, grabbing Mikael's lips in a kiss as his cock was pulled through his 
fly. Mikael stroked him, curling fingers around his length as he fed Steven desperate kisses. 


Steven eased off on his stranglehold around Mikael's neck, Mikaels arm needed room to move and Steven was 
all for encouraging him. If he wasn't so British he might moan or swear, instead he bit his lip and stared at 
Mikael until he figured out what to do with his own hands. He had a brilliant idea as he felt Mikael's hardness 
underneath him, and traced his hands down Mikael's chest, amazed at how warm the Nordic skin was and how 
easy it was to feel the thump of his heartbeat beneath his ribcage. He went father sough still, over Mikael's 
wasted belly. He was obviously suffering without Anna's home cooking. Steven never noticed how thin he'd 


really become since the divorce. 


Steven bypassed the gaunt belly and pulled at the familiar belt, sliding the black leather from its metal trap. It 
was hard to get his hands into the small space, and even harder to concentrate with Mike working his cock 
with those slow, languid strokes. He pushed the ends of the belt aside and started to dig into his prize when 
Mikael growled, hands leaving his dick and going back to his hips, grabbing hard. Suddenly Steven was falling as 
Mikael moved from under him, tossing him to the side before landing on top of him. Knees gave way and Mikael 


was laid out flat on him, chest to chest. This was a bit snugger than before and much more real suddenly. 
Steven blinked as Mikael settled himself in with a tangle of arms and legs. 


"Watch it," cried Frederick still relegated to the far side of the sofa, probably kicked by one of Mikael's feet 
but no one bothered to check. Mikael's hips were soon grinding into Steven's, the denim of his jeans rough over 
his cock. They had to go. Steven reached between them again, panting as Mikael's constant kisses gave way to 
panting breaths and peeks down their bodies to see where his hands were. Grabbing what he thought was the 
fly, Steven tried to get his fingers on Mikael's cock but couldn't find the opening. 


"Shit," Mikael hissed, sending a hand down to shuck off the denim. He pushed his jeans down, bypassing the 
issue entirely and guided Steven's hand to his hardness. Gently Steven held him, wrapping fingers around for 


Mikael to thrust into. Everything brushed against his own cock and he thrust against the tangle of hands. 
"Fuck." Mikael arched his back and let Steven jerk him. Steven had only ever had one dick in his hand before, 
and Mikael's felt so very different from his own. 


"Get." Steven squirmed again. Trapped in a pair of jeans was not going to work and the pants had to go. He 
wasn't going to be able to get rid of them with Mikael's weight on top of him. He lifted his hips as Mikael pulled 
and the jeans slid down to mid-thigh. Was going to have to be enough because Mikael landed on him again and 
started rubbing his cock against Steven's. It was too much and Steven thrust against the matching hardness, 
holing on the sofa for dear life. Mikael was kissing him again, rocking his hips and grinding them together, using 
a hand to hold their cocks together as both of them thrust. This was very nice, Steven decided, very nice 
indeed. 


Mikael lifted up on an arm and Steven breathed in deep. Oxygen filled his lungs taking away some of the 
madness and desperation. He lifted his head to see what a retreating Mikael was doing, one of his hands 
grabbing on to the skin of Mikael's back as he slinked down his body. Mikael stood quickly and shed his jeans 
before pulling Steven's off. Frederick was still at the far end, tight against the arm of the couch, the only 
person left wearing clothes but watching everything with an avid eye. Steven moved to cover himself but 
Mikael sat on his knees at Steven's feet first, blocking Frederick's view. The scraping moustache started at 
Steven's thighs and scratched upwards as Mikael bent over, lips and tongue soothing the roughness away. 
Steven expected him to continue the line up his leg to his belly, but Mikael suddenly detoured, grabbing 
Steven's cock with one hand and taking him all the way in his mouth without warning. Blood rushed to Steven's 
already full cock as his hips shot up into that warm wetness. He caught Mikael's hair in his hands again and 
grabbed at his scalp, moving Mikael's mouth the way he liked his cock sucked. Mikael was no greenhorn, using 
his tongue to hit every ridge and fold and taking in Steven's entire length without so much as a gag. Steven 
tried to watch, the image of his cock disappearing into Mikael's mouth something that would haunt him for 


eternity. The sensations won out and he dropped his head back again, eyes closing in pleasure. 


Mikael sucked hard and gasped, moving around on the sofa as weight shifted around Steven's feet. Mikael's 
tongue cradled the underside of Steven's cock as he was sucked deep again, Mikael moaning around Steven. 
Weakly Steven lifted his head and tried to see, catching Frederick doing something to Mikael's bottom. As long 
as Mikael kept sucking it didn't matter. 


It was all Steven could do to hold on to Mikael and not to force his mouth down. His lips were tight and his 
throat so warm and wet and when Mikael would purr around him.. Mikael would pause sometimes, gasping, as 
his spit quickly chilled on Steven's cock. His eyes were always closed when he eased off Steven, lips stil 
glistening as his hair fell beatifically around his face. He nuzzled against the inside of Steven's thigh before 


swallowing him again. 

A finger trailed down to his ass and pressed against the tight pucker. Steven flinched, unprepared for the 
sudden touch. He'd just assumed that if things got that far he'd be on top. Mikael's finger swirled over the 
twitching hole, pausing and retreating as he felt Steven freeze. 


"Wait," Steven made a grab for Mikael as Mikael pushed himself up. Steven could explain, somehow, without 


sounding like a complete moron. Mikael waived Frederick off, sitting on his knees as Steven tried to retain his 
dignity. Mikael wasn't moving, so they reached a stalemate as Frederick thundered away. Steven watched him 
disappear through the doorway before opening his mouth to explain. 


"Are you this uptight with everyone or is it just me?" Steven raised an eyebrow and squinted at the slightly 
out of focus Mikael. "God, no wonder you don't have any kids if this is how you fuck" 


"I am not uptight," he complained indignantly, crossing his arms over his bare chest. "You just." 
| touched your anus." 

"Yeah," Steven said, rubbing his sides. Damn it was cold without Mikael's warmth. 

"Did you expect me to touch your vagina?" 

Steven sputtered. "No, | just wasn't expecting that." 

"That?" Mikael parroted back, his own eyebrow raised this time. 

| thought you'd bottom. You're always the one making jokes about it” 

Mikael's lips pulled into a small, tight frown. "I can," he said cautiously, “If you want." 


Steven grumbled and quickly assessed the situation, gathering his fragile courage. "Maybe | want to be on 
bottom." 


Mikael rolled his eyes. "Are you sure you don't have a twat?" Steven tightened the cross of his arms and 


drew in a breath. "Because you are acting like one." 


He took another deep breath and stopped himself from winding up and losing his chance. Steven knew he had a 
nice ass, as much as he hated having it pointed out (especially on camera) it would be a waste not try it out. 
The ‘exit only’ mentality had only gotten him so far. "Kiss me again?" His eyes flickered down to Mikael's still 
hard erection before looking away quickly. At least he was still hard despite the pause. Well, he'd get close to 


Mikael again and see where things went. He didn't want to appear too anxious. 


Mikael still wore a slightly disturbed look, giving way to interested when he watched Steven's eyes gaze 
unwillingly down. He relented, leaning forward to kiss Steven with a reserved, hesitant kiss. It was a far cry 


from the passionate wrestling of only a few minutes ago and left Steven disappointed and annoyed. 


"No," he said when Mikael pulled away, reaching out to grab him and pull him closer. Steven pressed their lips 
together again and tried to pretend like they hadn't been interrupted. Mikael ended up pushing him away after 


far too short a time. 


"Have you decided what you want to do?" Mikael purred in his ear. A hand slid down across Steven's stomach, 
stopping just short of touching his cock. He was going to burst if Mikael touched him, let he rocked his hips 
ever closer to that teasing touch. "Because | would love to fuck you if you haven't decided yet." 


He relaxed at Mikael's words. He hadn't lost his chance; in fact things were looking up. Steven smiled. "So much 
for that interview where you said you didn't want to fuck me." 


"Hmmm," Mikael rumbled. "You weren't supposed to see that." 


"| did" Steven led Mikael's hand back to his cock. Long fingers wrapped around him again and bean to stroke 
without being forced. He closed his eyes and let his head roll to the side, exposing the long line of his neck. "I 
almost thought you meant it" 


"Hardly," Mikael slurred, lips tracing patterns over Steven's neck. "Maintaining appearances.” 


He was getting used to the facial hair. Each scrape and scratch was soothed with wet lips or a warm nose. 
Maybe he could get used to this. Mikael slid his hand lower and massaged his balls. Yeah, he could definitely get 
used to this. 


"Utlésning redan?" Steven cracked an eye open to watch Frederick try and foist a bag at Mikael, who took it 
without comment. Things were paused again as Mikael unzipped and dug through the bag. Steven saw some 
interesting things in there, Mikael's fingers digging through various colours and textures. He ignored Frederick 
and Steven followed suit. Whatever he had said it was bound to be incredibly rude if not outright offensive. 
Mikael pulled a small bottle from the bag and pushed on the cap. The scent of strawberries filled the space 


between them; a chemically artificial take on strawberry. Mikael was pouring a small puddle into his palm. 
"Strawberry?" 


Mikael measured out a precise quantity before closing the cap. "I like strawberry," he deadpanned. The puddle 
of lube didn’t look like much in Mikael's hand before it disappeared. Eyes closed as Mikael made quick work of 
applying the gel to his cock, stroking himself quickly and spreading the cold liquid. Steven watched hungrily as 
the reddened head of his cock pushed up through his fist only to disappear again and again. Steven reached 
out, hand falling on Mikael's hip. Mikael seized the opportunity and pulled Steven's hand to his cock, stiff fingers 
getting coated in lube and stroking where Mikael's hand had just been 


He worked a short time, still getting used to the odd feeling before Mikael squeezed more lube out of the 
bottle, this time reaching down and lubing Steven's cock. Steven's grip faltered as soon as Mikael touched him. 


He lost his rhythm as Mikael started his own, tight fingers sliding over a cold layer of strawberry lube. 


"Shit," slipped out of Steven's mouth before he could stop it. He realized he'd stopped stroking Mikael and 
started again, matching the pace Mikael was setting. 


"Feels good on" Steven had to agree with his assessment. "Smells good" Mikael was leaning in closer now, using 


the few inches in height he had over Steven predatorily. "Tastes even better." With that, Mikael disappeared, 
lowering himself to Steven's bellybutton. His hand never left Steven's dick, and his lips soon met up with his 
fist. Steven had to force himself not to grab Mikael's hair with his wet hand. 


"Oh shit.." He remembered he needed to breathe and sucked in a quick lungfull. "Warn me next time." 


Mikael's time spent as a vocalist had clearly been a waste of his talent. Steven could only look down across his 
belly and try to keep his balance. The noises Mikael was making were obscene; sucking and slurping, moaning 
every time he would take Steven deep into his throat. Steven relished the attention, even when Mikael's hands 
got to wandering, leisurely caressing his balls before daring to slide further back again. This time, Steven 
welcomed the unfamiliar touch, deciding that it wasn't too bad especially when Mikael did that thing with the 
tip of his tongue. 


It was too soon when Mikael took away that lush mouth, sitting up straight and stretching his back after being 
bent at such an unusual angle. Discreetly he rolled his shoulder; age was catching up with both of them. The 
starting and stopping was getting to Steven. He was ready to fuck and as good as Mikael had been with his 
mouth things were stating to ache for release. He was pretty sure Mikael felt the same. His cock was stil 
hanging heavily between his thighs and he stared at Steven like a child trying to stay out of the cookie jar. 


Steven decided enough was enough and buckled up every ounce of bravado he didn't have, crawling across the 
cushion to Mikael, throwing out a leg and setting himself directly in Mikael's lap. He steadied himself on Mikael's 
shoulders, sticky lube be damned. This position was familiar, and gave Steven all the room he needed if, well, he 
didn't want to think about that. He couldn't really process being held down and pushed into the springs with no 


way to move on his own 


His thighs molded against Mikael's, skin warming and tingling at every contact point. Steven settled himself, 
squinting slightly as he felt the tension running through Mikael's body. His knees were hitting the back of the 
couch, just too much room so that none of their really interesting bits were touching. Steven reached between 


them and began to stroke Mikael roughly, wanting to get on with it. "Got any more of that lube?" 


Mikael's cock pulsed in his hand needily. He wasted no time in reaching over somewhere and finding the tube, 
handing it over to Steven without question. He poured too much over Mikael and sloppily spread it around. God 
help him the next time he had strawberries for breakfast. Mikael was watching his every move silently, his 
breathing coming in little hitches as Steven's fist curled around his cockhead and slid back down to his base. He 


was clearly trying to hold on to his sanity with all of his might. 


Steven's thighs were already starting to burn with overuse when he lifted himself up and awkwardly pointed 
Mikael towards his bum. His wrists hit his pelvis and he canted forward, blindly trying to get Mikael's dick near 
his arse and fumbling with the basic geography of the different arrangement. He brushed Mikael's tip over his 
opening and tried to impale himself, grunting when Mikael's cock wouldn't go in. Mikael hissed and stopped 
Steven's hand, adding to Steven's impatience and embarrassment. 


"What are you doing?" Mikael's grip on his wrist was gentle, and his voice was soft, but Steven's cheeks burned 


with humiliation "You can't just." Slowly Mikael put the pieces together, his thumb rubbing in small circles 
along the inside of Steven's wrist. "Let me. Itll be easier." 


He decided to acquiesce to Mikael's greater knowledge of all things gay, letting go of Mikael's dick and flinching 
slightly when Mikael's lubed finger found his ass again and pressed against it. He took a deep breath, knowing 
Mikael was going to push inside him and trying to enjoy the weird feeling. 


Mikael was dropping little nips on his shoulder and collarbone as he went slowly. Steven appreciated the kindness 
of the gesture, knowing Mikael was more than ready to fuck him already. Mikael kept looking over Steven's 
shoulder to Frederick, occasionally pausing his massage to run his hands over Steven's ass. After one caress of 
his cheeks, Steven found he could rub against Mikael's cock if he leaned forward enough. Mikael didn't seem to 
mind. In fact, his finger started pushing, pressing against Steven's hole as Steven squirmed between Mikoel's 


stomach and finger. Gentle pressure turned into a definite inward press, muscle giving way to determined digit. 


Steven halted when the tip of Mikael's finger suddenly popped in. He had heard it was supposed to hurt. Others 
said it felt good. It was a singularly underwhelming experience leaving him feeling oddly full and stretched, but 
there were no angels singing, nor feelings of flaming cattle prods. Interesting. With already burning thighs, 
Steven lowered himself slightly on Mikael's finger, even the half an inch further into him feeling like a mile. If 
Mikael's finger was this big, then.. He looked down at Mikael's cock, trapped between their bellies. 


There was no way that was going to fit. 


"Fuck, you're tense.” Steven always ran around rather highly strung. It was just the way he was. He tried not 
to be tense, but looked at Mikael's cock again and clenched around Mikael's finger. 


"You would be too if." His voice squeaked and he cut himself off. Oops. Mikael did not need to know about his 


lack of male upon male experience. He tried to move on Mikael's finger again determinedly. 


Mikael's brows knitted in concerned thought. Steven feared he was starting to put too many of the clues 


together. He watched as Steven raised and lowered himself, no longer participating. "Steven" 


Steven missed the numbing buzz of lust. It killed a lot of his inhibitions, and went it left he found himself in 
Mikael's lap with a finger up his bum. "Just." He grabbed at Mikael's cock again, giving it a good squeeze. 


"Vänta," Frederick stuck his face in the middle of their mess. "Ar han en oskuld?" 


Mikael closed his eyes and leaned his forehead against Steven's chest. "Ja det verkar vara," Mikael answered. 


